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There is a necessity all men should love their country : he that 
professeth the contrary may be delighted with his words, but his 
heart is there. 
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''One portion of being is the Prolific, the other, the Devouring; to the 
devourer it seems as if the producer was in his chains, but it is not so, 
he only takes portions of existence and fancies that the whole. 

But the Prolific would cease to be Prolific unless the Devourer as 
a sea received the excess of his delights. 

Some will say, Is not God alone the Prolific ? 

I answer, God only Acts and Is, in existing beings or Men. 

These two classes of men are always upon earth, and they should 
be enemies : whoever tries to reconcile them seeks to destroy 
existence." 

William Blake. 



CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

Born at Canterbury, February, 1564. 
Killed at Deftford, June, 1593. 

HIS was a thirst of Life. He seized the cup 
And drank the years of common mortals up 
In one brief season. To the dregs he drank 
And laughed, and even as he shouted sank 
Poisoned upon the threshold of his fame. 

His is a crying and a conquering name. 
O Marlowe, Marlowe, god of youth and fire. 
Drunken with Beauty, driven by Desire, 
Tortured, and torn, and down Hell's crater hurled ; 
Yet risen triumphant over all the world. 
Thou shepherd of the stormy mountain-tops. 
Lord of that shattered rank which underprops 
The vaulted welkin, heir and scorn of Fate, 
Oh crowned-discrowned, oh shepherd passionate, 
Grant that mine ears may capture, and rejoice. 
Some far-off echo of thy golden voice, 
Grant that my lips touched by the fire divine. 
May utter some rare syllables like thine 
Like those of thrice-refined ringing gold 
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Which of Leander and bright Hero told. 

Make us new music Marlowe, or sing more 
Of those love-stricken children of the shore : 
Give to our thirsty eyes sweet Hero pent 
Above that sea where once Leander went 
To death for Love's sake. Thou, O Marlowe, art 
Very Leander of the fiery heart. 
Drowned long ago, and hence our bitter want. 
In London's turbid Hellespont. 
Rise from the oozy bed where pale you lie. 
Rise and assault, with melody, the sky ; 
Bring back to Earth, and leave Mankind the gem 
That servile sword untimely took from them. 
Thy golden voice. Bright Muse return ! Alas 
I ask a boon which never granted was. 
For this rare gift, most valued under sun. 
When poets die " can be bequeathed to none, 
" Oh, if it could, down from th' enamelled sky 
" All heaven would come to claim this legacy ; 
" And with intestine broils the world destroy, 
"And quite confound Nature's sweet harmony." 

But come, thou Conqueror crowned, to whom belong 
Unknown Americas of song. 
Come, and devise the feast. 
Call Orpheus hither from some cave 
Of stormy Thrace by Hebrus' wave. 
And Bacchus from the East. 
Bring wet Poseidon from his couch of pearls. 
And naked Erds ringed with naked girls ; 
Rouse Phoebus from his pastoral retreat 
In Thessaly renowned for neat, 



CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 13 

And bid him take the lyre 

And down Parnassus lead the virgin choir 

To him who dares with Sol compete 

Nor fear bold Marsyas' fate. 

But come, the times wax late, 

The days are weary and their fruit is dearth, 

And Music wakes no longer in the Earth ; 

Men go their ways, to buy, to sell, to scheme. 

All things they know, all evil things, to bind 

Poor folk in toils unkind. 

But have forgot to dream, 

To live and be like Spirits calm and free ; 

And this can music give. 

Such music as his music that shall live 

While England blossoms on the windy sea. 
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BEN JONSON 

Born at Westminster, 1573. 
Died at Westminster, August, 1637. 

TREMENDOUS Jonson whose twy-nerv^d hand 
The lordly chambers of Volpone planned, 
Act after splendid act ; first drew the plot 
Then raised the shining elevations, got 
Giants fit to inhabit on the labouring clouds 
And gave them sway, made of his spittle crowds. 
And each part of the splendid structure filled 
To roar with life for ever. And did build 
That poem whose vast foundations surely rest 
On heaving London's old tumultuous breast : 
After and fore-courts closed with ponderous doors 
In lofty doorways turning, on the floors 
Granite, where from tall marble columns rise 
Crowned with Corinthian bronze, for rich and wise 
And honest too one Alchemist is found. 
This can of magic both the core and bound. 
Into most rare transmute the basest earth. 
Dull lead, and poisonous brass, to gold of mirth. 
And this his Castle, teeming with the strife 
Of monstrous sins, huge appetites of life, 
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IS 



Wealthy with lust and laughter, red with fire 
Of Mammon's doomed magnificent desire. 
Tis a great house, cast in a regal mould, 
The wise may enter in and there behold 
How Fraud on Fraud can fasten in vain deceits. 
And Greed be cheated whilst he thinks he cheats ; 
How firmly based is Right, that over all 
Holds the great balance even. He could call 
Menander from the deep ; and can cast down 
And build again in laughter, all this town. 
Shakespeare he praised in Virgil, while he lashed 
Captain Pantilius Tucca unabashed. 
Then gave the Roman Tragedy a name 
With proud Sejanus' fall from power to shame, 
Where Livia and Eudemus show the wife 
And privileged physician drawn to life. 
The foolish uncle tangled in the snare 
Of his wild nephew ; London's ancient Fair 
Seething with boisterous life he raised, that drew 
Zeal-of-the-Land, and Justice Overdo. 

Here is an English humour, here be jests 
That wakened laughter in the iron breasts 
Of our great fathers ; they that used the pen 
On more than ledgers, and led Europe then. 

When old age dimmed his wit, his poetry grew, 
Until his ruder auditors not knew 
The god they harboured. Asked for Bobadil 
He gave sad .^glamour, and Lovel ; still 
Youthful, could tell, when years would write him old, 
The sweetest tale that ever shepherd told. 



[Paetastei. 



[Sejanus 



TThe Silent 
\_Woman, 



rSartholQ- 
\_me7i/ Fair, 



C Every Man in 
his Humour. 

[The New Inn. 



VThe Sad 
\_Shefherd. 



So long as Greed and Fraud and Folly live 
So long shall Jonson flourish, so long give 



lb 

BEN JONSON 

Laughter his dish of fools. So long shall stand 
By Shakespeare hallowing all English land 
With gracious Art. His faults let fools dissect 
And miss the Whole. This was an Architect. 
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 

Born at Horsham, August, 1792. 
Drowned in the Gulf of Spezia, July, 1822. 

HE came a being of the days to come 
And made this unregenerate Earth his home ; 
He spoke the language of the Race to be, 
Bom of old Wisdom and young Melody. 
His need was Freedom, but the savage world 
Still hateth Freedom, and his heart was hurled 
From the high Hope his angel youth did bless 
Into the deeps of all unhappiness. 
The sad Sea gave him to the Fire, and Earth 
Embraced. But from that imextinguished heaxth 
His mate the tameless, proud, unruly Wind 
Scattered among the hearts of Humankind 
His embers, soul-enkindling sparks, and they 
Shall light the morning of the Peerless Day, 
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JOHN KEATS 

Born in London, October, 1795. 
Died in Rome, February, 1821. 

BROTHER of Shelley, Saint of all that see, 
Desiring Loveliness and Life, as he 
Demanded Freedom, Adonais turn 
Earthward a moment from the lights that burn 
Along the feasting tables ; well I know 
Who are your comrades from the world below ; 
Shelley your brother is, but Morris might have been 
Yourself returning to this shifting scene 
You left too soon and weak. O Nightingale 
Will you not sing me one deep-coloured tale 
Of quintessential life? Now none is near 
Sing an enchantment for my heart to hear. 
Oh tell Earth's forests . , . bring from some green brake 
Another wonder like your elfin-snake ! 
(Ah foolish Lamia, better to have stayed 
For ever thus a serpent, for no maid 
That ever bathed in any amorous spring 
Could be so fair as that f antastick thing, 
That burnished splendour of the woods of Crete 
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That into Corinth tripped with maidens' rosy feet. 

And be thou thanked old Appollonius 

For rendering back that lovely snake to us.) 

Finish for me your legend of St. Mark, 

Or join your liquid music with the Lark 

Whose fresh free song uplift and all divine 

Falls like a blessing on these ears of mine. 

O mediaeval poet of the eyes, 
Dreamer of dreams, and amber mysteries, 
You looked upon the glory of the Earth 
Forbidding men to hold it nothing worth, 
Forbidding men to spoil a single lane, 
Or mead in blindness or for sordid gain, 
Forestalling their excuse of ignorance. 
O rich-voiced singer of the dim Romance 
How think you of the painful world to-day 
That so much loveliness has cast away ? 
Help us poor singers that uphold the fight 
Against the spoilers of the Earth, to right 
The anxious world, and make it fair once more, 
Lovely, and Free, and Happier than before. 
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ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

Born in London, Afril, 1837. 
Died in London, April, igog. 

ENGLAND hath yet a voice, wherewith to speak 
To the whole world, not yet at need shall she 
Before her foes stand silent, shamed, and meek, 
Being tongued for utterance as her storm-tongued Sea. 
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TO WILLIAM MORRIS 

MASTER, I have not written of you yet, 
I write of others, all is writ to you ; 
When pen in hand I turn to ease my debt 
Your voice controls me saying, Speak not. Do. 
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NOTES 



MARLOWE 

Page 13, last line. 
Neat — Black cattle. 

Page ij, line lO. 
Unkind — Against kind, unnatural 

SHELLEY 

Page 17. 
This poem is reprinted by courteous permission from The Outlook. 

WILLIAM MORRIS 

Page 21. 

Born at Walthamstow, March 24th, 1834. Died at Hammersmith, 
October 3rd, 1896. 
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